KHOTAN, CAPITAL OF TUNGANIA
Suddenly there was a tree and a sheet of water. Lop was
still a long way off, but here was a solitary inn, and by
shouting loudly we succeeded in having the heavy, barricaded
door opened. There was nothing to eat, either for us or the
animals, and the only thing to do was to get to sleep as quickly
as possible.
As soon as we reached Lop the next day we sent out for
food for the animals, but the men came back saying there
was nothing to be had in the market and Peter went to the
local commandant to make representations. Tuzun Ahun
was of no use to us; he even alarmed us with his talk of the
great river we should have to cross before reaching Khotan.
"The water is dangerous for donkeys/5 he said, and added
that we should have to wait till the next morning and then
cross before the river was swollen by the melting of the snows.
But when we reached the river bank we found beasts and
men crossing, for the most part fording, the three arms of the
Yurungkash—the River of White Jade. Merchandise was
being taken across on a ferry, women also. We did not want
to wait and decided to ride across. But our timid horses had
scarcely set foot in the swiftly-flowing stream before warning
cries arose all round us and, willy-nilly, we had to go through
the yellow water with sturdy men immersed to the waist
leading our horses by the bridle. I gathered from them that
there were dangerous holes in the river bed.
We were received on the left bank by the secretary of the
aksakal of Khotan and a servant called Saduk, the latter
oddly turned out with frayed puttees beneath an old gaber-
dine waterproof, the sleeves of which were too long. Saduk,
who had glittering eyes in a parchment face, was very
intelligent—he immediately understood Peter's Chinese.
Some natives, wearing Union Jacks on their shoulders, acted
as an entourage while we drank tea at a police shelter on the
river bank.
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